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the aeroplane expedition as my apprenticeship. When soliciting the
money from my father, I pleaded my desire to go into the Arctic
with Amundsen, "even though it be a small part" I should play. I
wrote that I would be proud "to serve under such a capable master
as Captain Roald Amundsen." Yet, though the final authority was
his, Amundsen always made me feel as his co-equal in authority,
an equal sharer of the responsibility for the expedition, an equal
participant in the credit for its achievement. That was his way as a
leader.
For an auxiliary ship the expedition chartered the Norwegian
motor-ship Hobby, which transported to Spitzbergen the aeroplanes
in parts, the other supplies, and most of the technical crew. Spitz-
bergen is a large island lying exactly half-way between the northern
coast of Norway and the North Pole. A wisp of the Gulf Stream
flows up to it, tempering the climate and keeping its harbours ice-
free during most of the year. Important coal deposits exist in
Spitzbergen, the coast of which is dotted with mining settlements.
These settlements, within 500 miles of the Pole, are the most
northerly human habitations in the world. Spitzbergen, therefore,
and especially the sheltered harbour of Kings Bay, at the northern
end of the coal-field, offered us an ideal base and, io fact, has
always been used as a take-o£E point for Arctic expeditions by water
or air.
We sailed from the port of Tromso, far up beyond the Arctic
Circle, where the Norwegian fjords have begun to face toward the
Pole. The Norwegians regarded the voyage from Tromso to Kings
Bay with more anxiety than they did the polar flight itself, for the
five hundred miles of Arctic Ocean between Spitzbergen and the
Norwegian coast is a nasty stretch of water at almost any time of
the year, but especially so at the break of spring. Our boats were
none too seaworthy for this voyage. The Farm, though dignified
by the title of a naval transport, was really the king's yacht—a
summer boat with thin sides vulnerable to ice. The Hobby was
stauncher, but had to be badly overloaded." There was no place
aboard her for the huge cases in which the dismantled flying boats
were packed except on her decks, which were piled high with crates.
When loaded, she was top-heavy and resembled a small floating
dock wandering over the ocean.

